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Author's Notes: 
| originally wrote this with the idea of possibly continuing it, and the way | ended it kind of leaves it necessary 
to continue. So if enough people like it, | shall do just that. 


He had always watched from afar, because it was obvious from the start that Michael only had eyes for 


Satchel. 


Lexxi loved Michael. He wished he could show the singer that he was so much better for him than Satchel. He 
wished he could make Michael realize that he was worth more than the way Satchel treated him. 


And now maybe he had the chance. 
Michael was sat on Lexxi's bed in his apartment, crying due to his most recent bout with his "boyfriend." 


"Satchel said he can't stand me anymore. Said | was fat, said | was annoying and that | wouldn't leave him 
alone," he sobbed. 


"But how do you feel?" Lexxi asked cautiously, wrapping an arm around Michael's shaking frame. 


"How the fuck do you think | feel?" Michael sniffed aggressively, glaring at the bassist. "God, Lexxi, you are so 


retarded sometimes." 

Usually Lexxi brushed off those comments because he got them from the other guys so much. But that one 
stung. He had been nice enough to be there to listen to the singer, let him into his own damn apartment, allow 
him to cry on his shoulder, and still he got insulted like they were in high school again. While he may not be 
the sharpest tool in the shed, Lexxi considered himself to be at least adept at most things, and wished he 


would be treated as such. 


"| feel terrible," Michael went on. "I don't know what | did wrong. | can't help but want to be around him all the 
time... | thought | was giving him his space, but | guess | wasn't, and now he fuckin’ hates me." 


The waterworks continued, and Michael shoved his head into Lexxi's collarbone. Lexxi patted him soothingly, 


playing absently with the older man's silky blonde hair. 


Lexxi couldn't help but become hotly aware of the fact that the singer had just placed his hand on his thigh - 


extremely close to his groin area. 
"He said | was fat!" Michael bawled, shaking. 


"You're not fat," Lexxi promised gently. ‘Not really, anyway, he thought to himself. Michael had put on a little 


weight over the past year, but he could still be considered a skinny version of Vince Neil. 
"Really? You don't think so?" Michael looked up at him with big watery brown eyes. 

"I think you're super-skinny, Michael," Lexxi said. "I think you look great." 

Michael bit his lip and smiled a little. 

"I just don't know what to do now. | want to go back to him and apologize..." 


"Don't do that. Apologize? Why in the hell would you apologize to him?" Lexxi asked, surprised. He was starting 
to think maybe Michael was the retarded one in the band. "He should apologize to you!" 


"But he's not going to say sorry. He'll probably just tell me | look fat again Maybe | should throw up a bit and 
go to the gym tonight ----." 


"Michael, no." Lexxi gathered up his courage. "Satchel is a stupid jerk! He uses you for his own pleasure. He 
doesn't give you anything in return. He makes you feel bad about yourself, and you think its your fault! He 


doesn't even lo----." Lexxi stopped himself there, careful not to tread on dangerous grounds when he saw 


Michael's eyes widen. "I mean, he doesn't treat you well" 
Michael shifted away from him and looked down 

"But | love him 

Frustrated, Lexxi placed his hand over Michael's, and pressed it into his thigh harder. 

"Yeah, but you dont see what he does to youl Michael, you don't deserve to be treated that way: 
"Satchel is a good guy ---" 

"No, shut up and listen!" Lexxi shouted boldly. 

Michael's jaw snapped shut in astonishment and he waited with tear-stained cheeks. 

"| mean." Okay, Lexxi. You can't back out of this now. 'I mean... 

Michael raised his eyebrows expectantly. 

Lexxi took a deep breath and brushed a chunk of hair behind his ear. 

"| can treat you so much better," he said quietly, looking down at Michael's hip. 

"What?" 


Lexxi wasn't sure if Michael genuinely hadn't heard him, or if he was just so taken aback by what he said. 
Lexxi decided to repeat himself. 


"| can treat you so much better than Satchel." 
"Lexxi..." 


"Please, let me show you!" Without waiting much longer, Lexxi squeezed Michael's hand, leaned forward, and 


kissed the singer. 


Michael's face was rather soggy, his nose a bit runny, but Lexxi didn't mind because finally - finally, he was 
kissing the man he wanted so badly to kiss. The man he'd had to resist jumping since the inception of the band. 
The man who was quite vehemently kissing him back right now, which thrilled the bassist to no end. 


Lexxi wasted no time in unlacing Michael's pants, and working his hands up the singer's shirt, taking advantage 


of the freedom to grope any part of the blonde's body he wanted. 


Michael was quickly becoming aroused, moving his hips impatiently, leaning back, and pulling Lexxi down with him. 


Lexxi grinded against Michael unreservedly, and to his pleasant surprise, the singer let out a dirty moan. Lexxi 
wondered why he had waited so long to do this, when he could have been enjoying Michael for years rather 
than being too shy to try anything. Because obviously Michael was doing no job to resist him currently. It was 
better than he imagined it, and bigger, too, he noticed, smiling on the inside as his hand found Michael's dick. 


The bassist broke away from the singer's poutirg lips, and slithered down his body to line his mouth up with 
the hard cock waiting for him. 


"Oh, fuck, Lexxi," Michael groaned, lacing his fingers in the skinnier blonde's long hair. He pressed up his hips 
eagerly, his breathing getting louder. 


"Do you want me?" Lexxi asked precariously, tucking his hair behind his ears. 


"Hell yeah," Michael moaned. Lexxi couldn't hold back his smile as he looked across at the singer, who was 
already sweating, watching him with lowered lids and an open mouth. That was just the response Lexxi dreamed 


of, and he didn't wait another second before dipping his head into Michael's lap. 


One thing Michael apparently liked to do while getting sucked off was talk dirty. Curse words and vulgarity 


streamed from his lips as his hands tangled more tightly in Lexxi's hair. 


"Oh, yeah... Fucking cunt. Suck it, bitch," he growled, biting his lower lip and tilting his head back. "You dirty 


whore." 


Lexxi honestly had to admit that he'd prefer some friendlier terms to describe him right now, but he'd take 
what he could get. Maybe after he and Michael formed a serious relationship, they could have a talk about 
what they called each other in the bedroom. The thing that mattered right now was that Michael was clearly 


enjoying what Lexxi was doing, so he was going to continue to do it. 


Lexxi swallowed him deep, and Michael moaned, forcing Lexxi's head down and bucking his hips up. His nose was 
smashed into soft, hot skin that smelled musky and sweet. While he pleasured Michael with his mouth, Lexxi 
pushed up his own hips high, hopefully indicating to Michael what he thought they should do next. The singer 
seemed in absolutely no hurry, his worries about a certain brown-haired guitarist faded, and he was more 


than welcome to spend the entire night. 


Lexxi lost himself in fantasy, imagining falling asleep in Michael's strong arms, and then waking up to his 
beautiful face. They could spend the whole day together. Make breakfast, relax and watch a movie, maybe fuck 


some more... 


By now, the tightness of his pants was becoming unbearable. He teased at one of Michael's nipples with his left 
hand, and moved south with his right, gently palming himself and idly unlacing his pants. 


Michael was nearly thrashing about, rocking his hips and tossing his head right and left as he swore up a 


storm. 


"You naughty fucking..mother-fucking... fuck," he groaned, now pulling hard on Lexxi's hair. "Oh! I'm gonna come 
in your mouth! L-Lex..." 


Lexxi continued his pace, only slowing when he felt sperm hit the back of his throat. He sucked fervently, 
every last bit, until Michael was done. The singer released his hands from Lexxi's hair, and slumped on the bed, 


throwing an arm over his eyes. 


"Oh, wow," he breathed. He looked worn, and Lexxi really hoped he wasn't ready to retire to bed just yet. Not 


when his own member was still swollen and dying to be touched by another person 
Lexxi rolled off Michael and onto the other side of the bed. 


"So..." he began, just as there was knocking at the front door. He nearly jumped out of the bed at that, and 
tied his pants back together desperately. "Go away," he whispered to his erection 


"Don't bother, they can come back," Michael said 


"No, I'll get it. Might be one of the neighbors. | have this old lady who sometimes needs me to open jars for 


her." 

Michael made some sort of noise in affirmation 

Lexxi padded out into the living room and checked the peephole. 
Satchel. 


The man stood in the hallway in a black t-shirt, dark jeans, hands thrust in his pockets, hair flattened under a 
black bandana. 


Lexxis heart began to pound against his chest as he tried to plaster on a "pleasantly surprised" face. 
"Hey!" he greeted, opening the door about halfway, hiding partially behind it. 

Satchel smiled handsomely. 

"Hey, is Michael here?" he asked, lifting up and down on his toes, a bit of a nervous habit. 

"Actually, he just le---." 


"Satchel?" 


Michael appeared out of Lexxi's room and walked over, an elated smile rising up his cheeks. 

‘Oh, Michael! Thank God you're here... | couldn't stop thinking about the things I'd said last night, and | felt so 
bad. | hope you'll forgive me. |, uh," he paused a second, his arm appearing from behind his back with some 
sort of glittery blue fabric in it, "| bought you this scarf to make it up to you. I'm so sorry." 

‘Oh, Satchel!" Michael exclaimed. Lexxi let the door open all the way, and the two met each other in a tight hug. 
"Michael, | love you. | missed you." 


"You guys were apart for like one day," Lexxi managed to say aloud, but neither paid attention to him. 


"You're totally not fat at all," Satchel said apologetically. He backed away to place the scarf around Michael's 


neck, and Michael's smile grew bigger. 


They returned to their embrace, and Satchel sealed it with a hot kiss to the taller man's lips. The ones Lexxi 


had kissed only moments ago. 
Lexxi stood there, stuck between sadness and jealousy. 
"| forgive you, Satchel," Michael said, biting his lip when they broke apart, holding hands. 


So that was it? Michael was going to take Satchel back that easily? Even though he had caused the singer so 


much emotional pain? Even after what he had just done with Lexxi? 
"Hey, let's head back home, then. I'll make some dinner. | even bought some of those cookies you really like.” 


Michael lit up further. One hand gingerly fondled the scarf he'd received, while the other was pulled toward the 


door. 
"Hey, thanks for takin’ care of him, Lex," Satchel said over his shoulder. 


"Yeah," Lexxi forced out. Michael met his eyes for a second, beaming until he saw the expression on Lexxi's 


face. Then he looked away as he followed Satchel out, closing the door after him. 

Lexxi was unsure how to feel. Well, of course he shouldn't have expected Michael to break up with Satchel just 
because they'd made out a bit, and Lexxi gave him a blow job. But even though it had been all his decision, 
Lexxi couldn't help but feel a little used. A little betrayed. 

Like he meant absolutely nothing to Michael. 


And yet he still wanted nothing more than to be with the singer, even if it meant all the heartache in the 


world. He was going to get what he wanted. And Michael would finally see the way Lexxi loved him, and he 


would love him back. 


